Lincoln was walking over to Lori and Leni's room to grab something he forgot when he heard a strange, unsteady creaking coming from inside. As he got nearer, the creaking stopped and was replaced with two people whispering in panicked tones.  He noticed that the door was slightly ajar, and curiosity getting the better of him, he pushed it open. Lincoln was met with a wave of body odor, sweat, and ...a smell he didn't quite recognize. He flicked on the lights and was promptly greeted with the sight of Lori in her bra and her boyfriend's bare ass.

"LINCOLN GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY ROOM! IF I TOLD YOU ONCE I'VE TOLD YOU A THOUSAND GOD DAMNED TIMES!" Lori turned a bright shade of red and shrieked at the top of her lungs, throwing her pillow at Lincoln's head. "Sorrysorrysorryfucksorry!" Lincoln sputtered as he dodged the projectile, shut the door, and made a break for his room. Diving onto his bed for cover, Lincoln heard the quiet argument from earlier turn much, much more audible before stopping. I'm dead I'm dead I'm dead, was the single thought playing on repeat in his mind. Then, after what seemed like an eternity, Lincoln could hear Bobby do his best to sneak downstairs and out of the house. Lori then knocked on his door, asking to come in.

Lori leaned awkwardly against the door frame, arms crossed and thinking hard. Lincoln huddled in a fetal position on his bed, terrified of the beating that was sure to come. It wasn't clear to either party who should say what and in which order. The tension was killing him. Why wasn't Lori doing anything? Why was she just standing there? Linoln had to do something, anything to break the silence. "I...I'm sorry for barging in like that, I thought you or Leni were getting hurt. Was I interrupting something?"

"Not much, to be honest," Lori let slip before abruptly covering her mouth. Her shocked expression vanished with the speed and precision of a professional older sibling. "You didn't hear that. Anyways, Lincoln. In any other situation, I would be turning you into a LITERAL pretzel for coming into my room like that, but I might have overreacted a little. I want to make it up to you. One free ride tomorrow, anywhere you want to go, s'on me."

"This is a bribe, isn't it."

"Exactly. Now, where did you have in mind?"

"Let's go to the pool!"

Lori smiled and said, "Sure thing," before turning around and leaving. She was doing a really good job of hiding it, but inside she was freaking out. There was nothing to guarantee that this would work. That Lincoln wouldn't turn around and tell Mom and Dad anyways like a little shithead, and to be honest, he was well within his right to. Then there was that other thing. 

The brief fight she and Bobby had gotten into right before and after Lincoln had burst in. About how they had planned this so nobody would be home. About how small the window they had was. About how it was one person's fault more than the other's that they weren't already finished before someone came home. About how this wouldn't have been an issue if someone had just measured up a little more.

God, she really regretted that last one. The look of betrayal in Bobby's eyes was not an easy thing to forget. There were tears in his eyes as he left Lori's room. Her phone buzzed. "1 New Text - Bobby". She ignored it and went to sleep.

The next morning, Lori woke up and groggily checked her phone. "36 New texts, 5 New Voicemails - Bobby." She really didn't want to deal with this right now. Let's just get Lincoln to the pool so we can call things even. Maybe she could even do some suntanning and get her mind off this whole mess. Packing her bikini just in case, she got dressed and went downstairs. "Lincoln!" she cried, "It's almost noon! Are we going to the pool or not?" A flash of white hair flew down the stairs and Lincoln popped up, ready to go. Lori glanced at her little brother and laughed. 

"Hah, nice Linc. Do they make those any tighter?" Instead of his usual baggy swim trunks, he opted for a form fitting pair of Speedos. "Laugh now, Lori. These babies are aerodynamic. I'm trying to beat one of Lynn's backstroke records and I'll take any help I can get." In Lori's opinion they were hugging in all the wrong places, and yet she found herself staring at his thighs and the material of the swimsuit a little too closely. Was that the outline of his...? She dragged her brother into Vanzilla and drove off to avoid finishing that thought.

"I thought we were banned from all the local pools," Lincoln wondered allowed. "But you said we're going to one now. How'd you manage that?" 

"I'm friends with one of the lifeguards, and they said as long as it's just us two and not the whole family, they'll let us in." Lincoln nodded at this development and looked like he was going to ask another question when *BZZT* Lori's phone vibrated. Before she could hide the screen, Lincoln read the notifications. 

"Those are a lot of texts. Have...have you spoken to Bobby since yesterday?" 

Lori sighed. "I'm doing you a favor by driving you. Do ME a favor and drop it, okay?"

When they finally arrived at the pool, Lincoln took off and immediately started doing laps. Lori had to admit, he had a pretty fast backstroke. She went into the changing area to put on her bikini. The chlorinated air wrinkled her nose, so she did her best to get changed quickly. Looking in a nearby mirror, Lori noticed there weren't any other girls around and took the opportunity to admire how she looked in a two piece.

Being the oldest of her sisters, she was the most fully developed by a pretty wide margin. Her breasts were large, supple, and although not as perky as Leni's, much more fun to play with -- or so she's been told. They made her bikini strain under the weight, and her nipples were slightly visible beneath the fabric. Her hips and ass had a nice amount of curve to them and while she liked showing them off in her short-shorts, they looked impeccable in a thong. The thin material hugged at her hips and accentuated her ass in a pretty noticeable way. Lori turned around and gave her ass a slap. She was a little disappointed that nobody was around to see her like this, and for a brief moment entertained the thought of showing off in front of Lincoln. She wondered what he would think. Shaking her head and trying to get her mind off her little brother, she walked outside.

The pool was surrounded on two sides by tall trees, providing shade if you wanted it. A cool breeze swayed through the branches and the sun was shining in a clear blue sky. By all accounts, this was a perfect day. She sat down on a beach chair with her sunglasses and suntan lotion in hand and watched Lincoln swim a little more. He must've been swimming for 30 minutes straight at this point, zooming back and forth causing ripples to form in his wake. Lori smiled to herself. He's such a kid, she thought. He really wants to make it into that trophy case. 

When Lincoln saw Lori sit down, he swam to the edge of the pool and pulled himself up. As he did so, the childlike image Lori had of him was instantly shattered. There was some muscle in those arms now. Some definition in his chest. And the way the water ran down in rivulets down his body made her jaw drop. As Lincoln continued to lift himself up, Lori spotted a hint of black skintight material and bit her bottom lip in anticipation. There wasn't any time to question her reasoning, she NEEDED to see this next part. 

As the triangular Speedo began to narrow, her eyes were glued to Lincoln's crotch. Time seemed to slow to a standstill. Then she saw it. The bulge in her little brother's swimsuit was...there was no other way to describe it. It was glorious. It was incredible. It was so much BIGGER than anything she had seen or experienced before. It was so confident in its posturing, not overtly straining to get out, and yet not held back by the shackles of decency the Speedo represented. She...she wanted it.

"H-hi Lincoln," it was Lori's turn to be nervous. He had gotten out of the pool and walked over to say hello. Fumbling with her words for a brief second before putting on her facade of cool detachment, Lori might've accidentally snuck a peek of Lincoln's dick before looking at his face. 

"Hey, did ya see me go? Preeetty fast, I have to say."

"Absolutely, I couldn't keep my eyes off you I MEAN yeah, Lynn's record is toast for sure." Although that save was terrible, Lincoln didn't seem to notice. "Hey Linc, it's pretty hot out today," Lori began, her brain on autopilot sending on her on a course with a specific destination in mind. "Did you happen to put on sunscreen before jumping into the water like a maniac?" She crossed her fingers and hoped hoped hoped he would say no.

"No, I must have forgot." Lori screamed internally at Lincoln's reply, thanking her lucky stars. "Did you happen to bring any with you?" he asked.

"Yeah, I brought some just in case. Go sit down on the lounge chair and I'll put some on you." Lori said that last part especially quickly, hoping Lincoln would just go for it without considering what she said.

"Hang on...what?" Brakes screeched in Lori's head. "Why do you need to do that for me when I'm perfectly capable?"

Lori scrambled for something, any sort of justification for her sudden pervyness. "Just...just think of it as part of the special for today. Free ride to the pool and...free sunscreen too! But this stuff is expensive and I don't want you to waste too much splurting it everywhere on yourself," although that would be hot, Lori thought. "I can put enough on you so you don't get a sunburn. Plus I can cover all those hard-to-reach spots like the back of your neck. You'll be completely covered." By me, later, Lori added. 

What? Why was she having all of these fucked up perverted thoughts all of a sudden? I mean, sure Lincoln is suddenly way hotter than she last checked but he's still her little brother. And she was still in a relationship. Right? Before she could talk herself out of anything, Lincoln shrugged and said, "Sure, why not," before reclining on the poolside chair. The way his developing abdominal muscles flexed as he put his arms behind his head made any hesitation on Lori's end melt away.

She sat on the chair alongside Lincoln and bent forward over him. "Just relax for a bit. Let me take care of everything," Lori was practically cooing into his ear at this point. She turned slightly toward him and presented her chest while she took the bottle of sunscreen in hand. Jerking off the bottle to get all the white stuff toward the tip, Lori's breasts bounced pendulously right in Lincoln's face. She flipped open the cap and squeezed a generous amount onto the palm of her hand.

Reaching out tenuously, Lori struggled to make contact. Lincoln's eyes were closed, he was in a state of total relaxation in that reclining pool chair. There was only a few inches between her trembling hand and his taut, muscular chest, but it felt like miles to Lori. Her heart was beating in her chest. It had all been posturing until that point. Lighthearted teasing with a mature twist to it, but nothing serious. This isn't serious though, is it? she asked. 

Fuck it.

She took the sunscreen from her hand and began massaging it into Lincoln's skin. She was surprised at how he felt, a mixture of soft skin and hard muscle, Lori allowed her hands to explore his body fully. Venturing out from the chest, her fingers traversed his collarbone, the nape of his neck, his broad, angular shoulders, and those arms. Fuck, those arms, she thought. Lincoln must have been swimming nonstop for weeks to improve his lap times, and the results showed. His biceps and triceps were a marvel to behold. Not excessively bulky like a bodybuilder, but lean and defined like the swimmer he was becoming. She spent extra time feeling up and down the length of those perfect arms.

Lori wasn't so selfish that this moment was just for her, though. The whole time her hands were rubbing and massaging his body, she was pressing her ample breasts against him, making no attempt to hide what she was doing. When she wanted to reach his arms she would lean upward, rubbing her chest against his and giving Lincoln an eyeful of bikini top if he were to look. And when she wanted to reach down and apply sunscreen to his calves and thighs? All bets were off. She had abandoned the use for shame at this point and had begun to blatantly rub her breasts against his crotch. 

She could feel his bulge push up against her, and she really liked the pressure. After a few brief moments of this, To Lori's surprise and delight, she could feel it getting harder. Unable to expand upward due to the Speedo, Lincoln's boner was forced to become erect at an angle, where she could surround it on both sides with her breasts. Giving into reckless abandon at this point, she threw the bottle of sunscreen behind her and put a hand on each boob before rocking it back and forth on his erection. Despite possibly dozing off or simply playing pretend, Lincoln could definitely feel what was going on, and he started making half-conscious moaning noises. The whining, pleading, hedonistic sounds of pleasure emanating from her brother's mouth was all the motivation Lori needed to keep going at full steam. She thrust back and forth along the length of his shaft working up a steady rhythm and allowing the momentum of her generous bust pick up speed.

Lori was going crazy. Her heart was beating at a million miles an hour. What was she doing? Why was she doing this? Who cares, her body told her. Lori's pussy was soaked in cum, her excitement drenched her thighs. Her nipples were fully erect and poked as far out from under their confinement as they could, rubbing against Lincoln's chest as she massaged his cock with her breasts. Whatever laws she was breaking, of nature or of man, she would deal with AFTER she gets Lincoln to cum. And cum he would. Her little brother became fully flushed in the cheeks as Lori's assault on his boyhood persisted, and he began wincing and biting his lip in his sleep. Lori stroked his cock a few more times and he made one final, endless, blissfully orgasmic moan. She had to see this part for herself.

Lifting her breasts up from on top of him, Lori could see Lincoln's cock twitch with pleasure as spurt after spurt of his cum filled his Speedo. Lori bit her bottom lip in ecstasy, witnessing the sight. She was almost a little disappointed that his seed was going to waste and wanted more than anything to cover herself in it, to drink it down, to fill her entirely. Her fingers drifted toward her nipples and began pinching them tightly as she continued watching Lincoln. His cock had stopped pulsing and his ragged breathing had slowed to a more natural pace. Lori wanted to keep going, to do it again, to do everything with him, but she had a feeling he would need some time. She patted his head and smiled, laughing a little while looking at him. His Speedos were a sticky, white mess.

After a few minutes, Lincoln stirred from his sleep. "H-hey Lori. I guess I fell asleep. Thanks for the sunscreen."

"No sweat, Lincoln," Lori said in a breathy voice. "It was the least I could do."

Lincoln's smile immediately vanished as he realized what the sensation in his lower half was. "I...I gotta go...uh. To the bathroom." Lincoln mumbled as he stood up and half walk half waddled to the shower stalls. Smirking to herself, Lori took Lincoln's place on the reclining chair and relaxed, feeling incredibly self satisfied. This was a really good day, she was sure nothing could 

"LORI! Hey Lori! Is that you? You haven't been answering your phone all day!"

Son of a bitch it's Bobby. He was walking across the street when he spotted Lori and jogged across the street up to the fence surrounding the pool. With trepidation, she turned to look at him and was a little shocked at what she saw. He still had bedhead even at 1:00PM, his eyes were bloodshot with dark circles underlining them, and his mouth had settled into a deeply saddened frown. Bobby was in fucking shambles. Lori stood up and walked over to where he was on the other side of the fence. It was some time before either of them spoke. 

"Hey Bobby." Lori looked at the grass near his shoes as she spoke, not daring to make eye contact. "I'm sorry I haven't been responding. Been busy today."

"Busy, sure. At the pool. Is your date hiding in a bush or something?" Bobby's words were venom. 

"That's not the case at all. I drove Lincoln here as a favor in exchange for his silence. He's the one that caught us, remember? I'm doing what I have to, for US." Lori shot back. She didn't feel like dealing with Bobby's petty bullshit right now. When she looked up at him, his expression softened. Tears started welling up in his eyes, something she imagined happened quite frequently during the past twelve hours.

"Lori, I'm so sorry, I had no idea...I'm a terrible boyfriend. I just got so paranoid after last night! There was that whole dumb fight and then you stopped answering my texts, I didn't know what to think!" Bobby started to laugh pathetically. "You're still my girl and I'm your guy, even when we fight. I gotta learn to trust that you'd never do anything crazy behind my back like fool around with someone else, just because you go off the grid for a little."

Lori felt a pang of guilt at that last part. She mentally played back the past half hour spent jerking her little brother off with her tits. Removed from the heat of the moment, the magnitude of Lori's fuckup finally started to dawn on her. Red hot shame built up inside. It twisted and contorted into paranoia and expanded into rage. Who the fuck does Bobby think he is? she asked herself. Trying to be Mr. Perfect Boyfriend over here. Well, he isn't perfect, in fact, there's a glaring flaw staring her in the face, right between his legs. She felt too vulnerable in this situation. She needed to go on the attack.

"Wait a second, Bobby. Can we go back to what you just said? What do you mean by 'dumb fight'? Because things seemed pretty clear from my perspective." Bobby was a little surprised by the turn the conversation had taken, but kept listening. "I remember exactly what was said. We had an empty house. We had a window of time to be alone. A pretty big window, I gotta say." Bobby was trying to follow Lori's train of thought and looked all the more frustrated for it.

"Wh-what are you trying to say, babe?" Bobby looked genuinely baffled. "That this is my fault somehow?" There it was. Bobby had set himself up and now Lori had to knock him down.

"Well I guess what I'm saying is, I know how long it takes for me to get off by myself. And last night it took you that long just to get...up to the challenge. And even if that one thing wasn't a problem, it's still not the biggest issue. I hate to put it bluntly, but what you have to offer doesn't satisfy me. I'm sorry. I care about you a lot, but you don't measure up where it counts. Not like Linc-" Lori quickly shut her mouth before she finished that sentence. Bobby looked at her crushed. Dejected. But he wasn't going to take this lying down.

"What the FUCK is your problem Lori? I'm sorry. I'm sooo fucking sorry that my dick doesn't do it for you. But have you considered that I CAN'T DO A GOD DAMNED THING ABOUT IT?" Bobby was shouting Lori down at this point. His voice was dripping with so much resentment and frustration that Lori couldn't do anything but take it. "We've talked about this literally EVERY time we get intimate. Do you know how frustrating that can get?! If you cared about me, you would understand how inadequate you make me feel. How fucking impotent I must be." Bobby started to walk away, but he wasn't quite done.

"And you know what? While we're being honest with each other, I got something I want to get off my chest. Remember Carol Pingrey from English class? Homecoming queen? She saw me bawling my eyes out the other day because of you. She was so sweet, so receptive to hearing what I had to say. She took me home. She fucked me Lori. She fucked me and she came from the COCK THAT YOU DIDN'T WANT." Lori was speechless. Her heart was fractured. "You and me. We're done." Bobby turned and walked off. Lori was stuck in place, her feet nailed to the floor.

It took all of the effort within her being to lift up her right leg and bring it toward the pool chair. Then the left. Then the right and the left and the right until finally she found herself back where she was. Where 10 minutes ago she still had a boyfriend. Lori couldn't even cry at this point. Bobby's confession was too shocking and revealed too quickly to have an immediate reaction. But this was gonna hurt like a motherfucker.

Lori sank down onto the pool chair. Before she could have a moment alone to process everything, Lincoln came walking out of the bathroom. "Hey Lori, is everything okay? I think I heard you and Bobby yelling at each other and you look a little shell shocked."
 
"Yeah," Lori sniffled, wiping her nose with her arm. "It's been a rough few days, is all." Lincoln looked at her with concern and plopped down next to her.
 
"I'm sorry. I kinda feel like this is all my fault. If I hadn't walked in on you doing...what you were doing...then none of this would have happened." With each word, Lincoln sank a little lower and lower as he piled the burden on top of himself. "I did this."
 
"No. No! Don't do that Lincoln. You're smarter than that. Bobby and I have had problems for a while now. I think we were heading for a break long before you happened to open the wrong door at the wrong time." Lincoln looked up at her and slowly nodded.  "Don't beat yourself up, that's my job." Lori threw in that quick little jab at Lincoln just to make sure he was paying attention, and then to seal the deal, she started tickling him. As her hands darted this way and that all over his body, Lincoln's laughter was frantic and infectious. Lori knew she should probably stop, but she really loved hearing him laugh. She needed that laugh. She would keep going.

"Hahahah Lori stop! You gotta stop! I'm gonna pee myself! Hahahahh!" Lincoln was laughing hysterically at this point, thrashing this way and that trying to get Lori to stop. Somehow in the tornado of limbs and fingers, Lori and Lincoln ended up in very VERY close proximity, facing each other with their legs interlocked. They looked down and back up to gauge the situation and Lincoln blushed a very deep shade of crimson before untangling himself and relocating to the other side of the chair.

Gears started turning in Lori's head, and again her brain was put on autopilot. Her destination, the white haired boy right in front of her. "Oh Lincoln, sometimes I feel like you're the only guy I can depend on." She sidled over to him. "You're so kind, so dependable, and you can make me laugh like nobody else." Lori wrapped her arms around his waist. You have everything I want." She started to nuzzle his hair.

"L-Lori? What are you doing?" To say Lincoln was confused would be an understatement. Lori had ceased her tickling in favor of running her fingers up and down Lincoln's bare chest and abs. Her touch sent little jolts of electricity up and down his body, causing Lincoln to arch his back and moan quietly to himself. Lori took one hand and lightly pinched his nipple and Lincoln gasped out loud.

"Relax, Lincoln. This is the third part of your special day. You've earned it..." Lori moaned in a breathy voice into Lincoln's ear. Becoming bolder, Lori moved the other hand down and caressed his thigh. She rubbed her hand up and down, showing a newfound appreciation for his muscular legs. Each stroke got closer and closer to Lincoln's waist, and he anticipated Lori's next move with dread and wonder in equal measure.

Enough beating around the bush, Lori thought to herself. She slid her hand all the way over and laid her palm directly on Lincoln's stiffening cock. "Do you want this, Lincoln?" The boy gulped and meekly nodded. Lori made no effort to hide a devilish grin as she began massaging Lincoln through his Speedo. She applied just the right amount of pressure, not too hard as to hurt him, but enough for him to feel every movement. She pushed Lincoln forward and leaned over him, pressing her breasts against his back. Smiling to herself, Lori pressed her advantage. Lincoln was caught in the middle of two incredibly pleasant sensations and had no choice but to let himself get caught up in the pleasure. And to Lori's delight, he did the one thing possible that would accelerate things even further. He moaned her name.

"Mmmm....Lori. Keep going..."

The hunger in Lori's eyes flickered as she pounced on her younger brother, pushing him down onto the chair. She roughly grasped the waistline of his Speedo and ripped it down, exposing his hardened staff. Eyeing her delicious prize, Lori took the tip of Lincoln's penis and wrapped her full lips around it. Lori swirled her tongue over the head, savoring the taste of a young boy on the cusp of manhood. She then moved her head downward, engulfing nearly all of Lincoln's impressive length in one go. She held it there, suppressing her gag reflex and looked up at him. Lincoln was biting his lip, wincing and moaning and doing everything he could to hold off his orgasm. She had the technique of a pro and he had absolutely no experience in this territory. Whatever worked for her previous boyfriends was going to be triply effective on him. And there were a few more tricks up Lori's sleeve.

Without warning, she moved her head upwards and gave Lincoln's sensitive tip another lick before diving back down. And then up and then down. Up down up down giving her brother possibly the single greatest blowjob in his life. In between slurps and other lewd sucking noises coming from his older sister, Lincoln was hearing a chorus of angels. He was seeing stars. He was discovering truth. He was having an epiphany. Oh no, he was going to cum. "Lori...I...You....have to....gonna..." Lincoln did his best to articulate the imminent explosion wanting to burst forth within him.

"Ah ah ah," Lori chided. She pulled his cock out of her mouth and looked at him sternly. "Don't blow your top so early, we're not finished yet." She got up onto the pool chair with her hands and knees surrounding Lincoln on four sides. Lori inched toward her brothers face and kissed him, their tongues intermingling as Lincoln's eyes rolled back in his head. It was a kiss of passion and lust, of a predator catching her prey and enjoying herself. But there was that vital spark of potential, that this could be something more. Both of them sensed this but the older sibling pushed it away in favor of what was happening right now. She broke the kiss and leaned back. "Look over here," Lori whispered breathlessly. "Let me show you something."

Lori stood up on her knees and unhooked her bra. The article of clothing dangled to the floor and her breasts were finally freed from their confinement. Lincoln sat below her, captivated at the sight. She swayed from side to side, her breasts swinging from the momentum, and Lincoln was reminded of the rolling waves of an ocean. He hoped he would survive this tempest. Then she took her hands and massaged her breasts, squeezing them together and letting them fall once more. Lori's hands then moved down toward her waist and to the tiny strip of fabric separating her from total nudity. Effortlessly, she pulled the string tying the bikini bottom and threw it to one side, giving Lincoln full view of his oldest sister.

It was only then that Lincoln "got" Lori. He finally saw her not as just his sister, but a fully formed woman. Her breasts put any other girl he knew to shame and he was entranced by her wide hips and round ass. But beyond all that Lincoln was now displaying a laser like focus at the sight just revealed in front of him. Lori maintained a neatly trimmed bush in a landing strip that led the eye downwards to her womanhood. Dripping with lust, Lori's pussy ached for attention. He fully intended to give her that attention.

Lori reached down and grabbed hold of Lincoln's cock. She guided the tip to her welcoming entrance and pressed her pussy against it. Wanting to fully enjoy the moment before she took her brother's virginity, she rubbed the head against her lips and brought the cock up to her clitoris. Gyrating her hips and pushing down on his cock, waves of pleasure washed over both siblings with the epicenter at Lori's clit. Thoroughly enjoying the facial expressions her brother was making, Lori decided she had enough teasing for one day. She took Lincoln's cock and slid it inside.

The sensation made both Lori and Lincoln gasp, the latter much more than the former. With that one thrust, he had crossed the threshold into adulthood. Might as well keep going, he thought. Lori had managed to slide in about half of Lincoln's rod in one go, but taking the initiative, Lincoln lifted his hips up and shoved the remaining half inside, pressing against Lori's cervix and making her go crazy. She had never had a cock this big inside of her before. Never felt so full, so fulfilled. The sensation of being so fully engulfed by another being almost brought Lori to orgasm. She bit her knuckles and saw flashes of light. She imagined her pupils turning into hearts.

It was utter chaos at that point. Lincoln started thrusting as fast as he could, trying to get more and more out of this first encounter. Lori was bouncing her hips wildly, gyrating on his cock with all the effort she could muster. They started kissing each other again, lewdly moaning into each other's mouths as they fucked. It was Lori's rhythm which won out in the end, using her dominant position and better leverage to time Lincoln's movements to sync up with her own. Her ass bounced up and down on Lincoln's dick as he did his best to hold on for dear life. Less active participation and more going along for the ride.

A familiar tension started to build up within Lincoln, a feeling that he knew would be a climactic ending to one hell of an afternoon. He opened his eyes and looked up at Lori and saw her depraved, lustful gaze. She saw the look in Lincoln's eyes and understood immediately. Lori wanted more than anything than to experience this with him, to reach this together, so she brought her hand down and played with her clit, sending frantic waves of pleasure throughout her body. Seeing what she was doing, Lincoln brought his head up and took one of her erect nipples into his mouth and sucked on it, making Lori gasp out, "Oh fuck!" in response. All the while Lori was bucking her hips up and down on his cock.

It wasn't quite enough to send either of them overboard, but Lincoln had an idea. He took his finger and shoved it into his mouth, running his tongue over it and covering the digit in saliva. He showed Lori the finger and had her suck on it too. Lincoln wasn't quite sure how this would play out, but he slapped Lori's fat ass, making her cry out. Was this what he had planned? Lori thought to herself. She didn't think it would be enough. But then Lincoln's hand reached over and shoved his finger inside Lori's asshole. Lori came immediately, gushing cum all over Lincoln's cock and shouting out his name as loud as she could. "LIIIINCOLN!!" 

The cry reverberated throughout the air and the feeling of Lori's pussy tightening around his cock, drenching his cock with her cum sent him over the edge. "Oh fuck Lori, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" She wrapped her arms around his neck and brought him close to her as she pulled Lincoln as deep into herself as she could. Lincoln's cock twitched and pulsed and shot its seed deep into Lori. He instinctively grabbed Lori and shoved his cock farther in, burying it up to the hilt in Lori's pussy. Spurt after spurt of his cum filled her womanhood up to the brim.

The two were breathing raggedly, panting from the exertion. Neither of them could muster the effort to say anything, so they simply continued kissing. Eventually Lincoln's erection waned and his cock slipped out, causing the both of them to be coated in the results of their lovemaking. Lori giggled and played with his hair. "Not bad for a beginner." Lincoln pretended to look hurt at this off putting complement so Lori caved. "Okay, okay, really good for a beginner. You just might be a natural at this. I...I don't think I've EVER been so satisfied."

Lincoln and Lori stayed like this for some time, casually laying about in a lover's embrace, soaked in sweat, until they heard a voice shout from behind them. "LOUD FAMILY, OUT. YOU'RE BANNED." They quickly gathered all their discarded clothes and made a break for Vanzilla, peeling out in a screech of tires and a cloud of exhaust.